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period that followed. In these he pierces through the foreground
processes to complete objectivity; his vision is turned to those
spheres which mould mankind out of "such stuff as dreams are
made on". And his experiences are such that although he still
knows serenity, warmth, sunlight and all the things that are woven
into our human dream and although he portrays not only the
louring forces that drive us to despair but the sparkling, soul-
liberating ones as well, the ground-melody is still a profoundly
melancholy sadness over the lot of humanity, and the sublime
expression of it. Such is the spiritual cast of Shakespeare's
experience of life, his most personal and deepest possession which
must be distinguished, however, from what is universal in trans-
cendental experience and, therefore, has quite another tinge.
The vision of non-dogmatic Transcendence itself and the particu-
lar tint lent to it by the personality of the seer and the age he
* lives in are not the same thing. But there is no other such out-
standing example of world-wide vision made word and flesh as
the vision of this greatest of all non-dogmatic seers.
For Shakespeare the transcendental zone is not something
that merely exceeds the upper and lower confines of the human
realm. Rather is it inextricably bound up with the form and
being of the cosmos itself. It is no mere theatrical device, it is
simply to make plain the bond between the cosmic powers and
the man of supreme historical or spiritual importance when, on
the occasion of the greatest event in history that Shakespeare
portrays, namely the murder of Caesar, the whole cosmos
announces its agitation as in sympathy; when one of the con-
spirators, the utterly sober Gasca, says sepulchrally:
Are you not moved when all the sway on earth
Shakes like a thing unfirm?   O Cicero!
I have seen tempests when the scolding winds
Have riv'd the knotty oaks; and I have seen
The ambitious ocean swell, and rage and foam,
To be exalted with the threatening clouds:
But never till to-night, never till now,
Did I go through a tempest dropping fire . . .
Besides (I have not since put up my sword),
Against the capitol I met a lion
Who glared upon me and went surly by
Without annoying me: and there were drawn
Upon a heap a hundred ghastly women
Transformed with fear, who swore they saw
Men all in fire walk up and down the streets. . . .